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SRI 2 A gnidoedt 20% 7 h dL 
a, ond ., You, ich Stiilesche- Mu 
Am. de riucaphi of ber frteteſt Lins» 
While, ſtreteh'd at Eaſe, ſhe baaſts your Guardian Aid, 
Secure, and happy in her ſylvan Shade: 
Excuſe her Fears, who ſcarce a Verſe beſtows;' 1" 
In juſt Renvendhranocliof the Debt ſhe owes ; al 
Wittbadaſcinus Ave flie hearts the Critics s'Fainez ** 
Antlibjuſhing hides heb Wreath at Shae ſdear's NMamd 
o1oftsr 357 It (pig ol ce b. old cn 
Longlighteb Fon; withia Mother Mother's Care, FT 5 
Wept o'er his Works, and felt the laſt Deſpair. 
B Torn 


me from her Head, the iy the Roſes . 
'By all deſerted, tho? md by all. Ty. . 


4 1 4 c 2 1 4 > Þ 
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7” A ot the ey's, mall Science ni 1 cet 


cc Whate'er is Nature's, and whate'er is mine? 


« Shall 7, aſte and Art, but ſhew a cold Regard, 


& And ſcornful reject t uolerrerd Bar 
„s 1 er 1 
4 Ye myrtled Nya who own bs * Reign, 


* Tune the ſweet Lyre, and grace my airy Train! 
« If, where ye rove, your ſearching Eyes have known 


E: an ne page Mind, which Judgment e 
ett er Brealt its fondeſt Hopes muſt ben 


* And 10 Mouſe with * await her Friend“! 
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Twas then fair % from her Stream ãroſe, 
In kind Compaſſon of her Silters Wes . Jbl «1 
— fie:Procdic'd-26 tht modraing Nhaid!i'/7 
Fhiironierta), Honours, which/thy Hands have quit: 
cc My beſt-lov'd Son (ſhe faid) ſhall yet reſtore 
« Thy, mim d Seeg and Raney wech n no 
aizeÞs@1 Aal 20 312 bas 42:0 / att 2870 MN 
m 8 | 
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Each riſing Art by flow Gradation moves, 
Toil- builds on Toil, and Age on Age improves. 0 
The Muſe alone-iiticqual dealt her Rage) 
And grac d with nobleſt Pump her earlieſt Stage. 
Preſerv d thro —— BAS NN 
Each changeful Wiſh of Phædia's tortur d Heart: 
Or paint the Curſe, that mark d the Theban's Reign, 
A Bed ineeſtuous, and a Father flain. 
Line after Line, our pitying Eyes o erſſo m, vl 
Trace the ſad Tale, and own another We. 


To Rome remov id, with equal Pow'r. to a 
The Camic Siſters xept their nate Eaſe. Bars >q HT 
With jealous Fear dealining Greae:beheld>! 52d oct lt 
Her own Meander's Art almoſt excelld! 10 
But ev'ry Muſe eſſayd tö raife\ih van 1916979 30 
Some labour'd Rival of her Train Stam; : 2 bas 
Ihſus Laurels, tho* transferr'd with Toil, 


WES 2 Ain gc 2 onmol/ 1224 tiioid ol ds 12 * 


Droop d their fair Leaves, nor knew th'unfriendly Soil. 
CT vf SAR A 110 nigy al 
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When Ens herſelf; Ber eftvylI Glories dead, 
No mere Imperial; ftoop'd' ler: canqüerd Head. 
Luxuriant Florerice efioſ; 3 ſpſter Them, M.a1T 
: While all was Peace, . bnA 
With neee Notes kh Efpunden Vulks complains, ! 
And: Arts teviving told La Cſius reign dt. 
Their damen. Lyres che Bards: of Provence ſtrung 
Sweet flow'd the Lays, But Love was all they ſung} 4 

The gay Deſeription could not fail to move, ani. 
For, led hy Nature, all are [Friends to Love. 


? 


But Hevn, ſtill tifing in its Works, decteg 
The perfect Bohſt of Time ſhould lat ſusceed : 
The beautecuts AInien mnſt appear ar length 11: // 

Of eas lilly; rantludiberits Stieg l 
One greater Miuſe KIL Reign adm, 
And ev'n a Salento her Name be [born t- 517, 
3 ho I diy b nmtencns. or: 219 2.1 oa 
1 Ye ah! fo bright her * Morning's op' ning 72 


1 
| oe vibroman'd wand won en wet 1d H oo: 


In vain our Britain hop'd. an equal Day ! m 
0 


(TY 
No Gn Growth * Weſtern Iſle could bear, 
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. 
1 
pt 


Of ſofter Mold the geo Eiche, came, 9 
The next in Older, as the next in Name. 
With /pleas'd Attention midſt his Scenes we find 
Each glowing Thought, that warms the Female M ind”; 
Each melting Sigh, and ev'ry tender Tear, 
The Lover's Wiſhes and the Virgin's Fear. 
His j ev'ry Strain the Loves and Graces, own 3 
But ſtronget Shakeſptar felt for Man alone : 
Drawn by his Pen, our ale Paſſions ſtand 
- "EM unrivalld Picture of his early Hand 

With gradual Steps, and flow, exacter France 
Saw Art's fair Empire Oer her Shores advance: 
Byiletigth of Toil, a bright Perfection knew, 
Correctly bold, and juſt in all ſhe drew ; 


} Their Characters are thus us diſtinguiſh'd by dr; 2 * 
; 1 g C g asi Tin 


| ( 8) 
Till late Cornelis froti Epick f Lutas brought | 
The full Expreſſibn, and the Rowan Thought; 
And daſte Judgment gain'l to freer Racine © 
The temp' rate Strengtl res chaſter Line. 26] 
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But wilder far the Bririſp Laurel ſpread, ' 
And Wreaths leſs artful crown our Poet's Head. 


Vet He alone to evry Scene could give 
| Thi Hiſtorian's Truth, and bid the Manners live. 
Wal'd arb call H d,, with glad Surprize, 
Majeſtic Forms of mighty Monarchs riſe. 
There Henry's T rumpets ſpread their loud Alarms, 1 
And laurebd Conqueſt waits her Hero's Arms. 
flere gentler Edward claims a pitying Sigh, 

Scarce 1 to Honours, and ſo ſoon to die ! 

Vet ſhall thy Throne, unhappy Infant, bring 
No Beam of Comfort to the guilty King? 211 
The Time ſhall cbme hen G/fer's Heart ſhall bleed 
In Life's laſt Hours, uith Horror of the Deed : 


+ The — Author of the Elder Curneille. 
Tempus erit Turno, magno cum optaverit pm 
In tactum Pallanta, &c. 
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When dreary Viſions ſhall at laſt preſent 

Thy vengeful image, in the midnight Tent: 
Thy Hand unſeen the ſecret, Death ſhall bear, 
Blunt the weak Sword, and break th” oppreſſive Spear. 


Where ler we turn, by Fancy charm' d, we find 
Some ſweet Illuſion of the cheated Mind-. 
Oft, wild of Wing, the calls the Soul tories Et 
With humbler Nature, in the rural Grove; 
Where Swains contented own the quiet Scene, 
And twilight Fairies tread the g gircled Green 2 F 
Dreſt by her Hand, the Woods and Valles ſmile, 
And Spring diffuſwe decks th* enchanted Ile. i 0 


* 
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© O bleſt in all that Genius gives to charm, 
Whoſe Morals mend us, and whoſe Paſſions warm! 
Oft let my Youth attend thy various Page, 
Where rich Invention rules th unbounded Sag. 5 
There ev'ry Scene the Poet's.W armth aur a 
And melting Mufi Ic find the ſofteſt Lays. 


O might 
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O might the Muſe with equal Eaſe perſuade, 5 4 . 7 
Expreſſive Picture, tbi adopt thine Aid! 


Some po rf Kg, wid again appear, vdT 
And Arts conſenting fix thbir Einpirethere.. _ 1!» 5:1)! 7 


Methinks e#'n now I'view ſome-fair-Deſign, | // 
Where breathing Nature lives in ev'ry Line; 2rmo” 
Chaſte, and:ſubdu'd, the modeſt Colours le., 
In fair Proportion torth' approving Eye 

And ſee; where f Anutuny lamenting ſtands 2 f/ 

In fixt Diſtreſs,” and ſpreads his pleading Hands! 

Oer the pals Corſe" th&Watriot" ſeems to bend, 12 
Deep ſunk in Grief, and mourns his murther'd Friend ! 


Still as they preſs, he calls on all around, 


Lifts the torn Robe, and points the bleeding Wound. 
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But I who is he, hoſe Brows exalted bear 
A Rage impatient, andꝭ a fiercer Air ? +1777 


| o+ See the Tragedy of Y- GU. 0 od: e s r 
+ Coriolanus, ork „ 10 the 00% 3 
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Evn now, his Thoughts with eager Vengeance doom 
The laſt fad Ruin of ungrateful ND. 

Til, flow-advaticing | ver: tlie tented: Plain, u 1 
In Gable Weeds, appear the Kindred-train n])ĩ nat 
The frantie Vother leads their weld Deſpair, 77 A 
Beats her ſvolri. Breaſt, abends her ſilver Han v WW 
And ſee he yields! the Tears unbidden ſtart, 
And conſcious Nature inis th abwilling Heart!) | 
O'er all the Man confficxing Paſſions nie bot A 
Rage graſps the Sword, while Pity melts the Eyes. 


* 
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Thus, gen rous Critic, as by rad 4 
The Siſter Arts ſhall nurſe their Koch Fires; 


Each from his Scenes her Stores alternate bring, 
Spread the fair Tints, or wake the vocal String: 
Thoſe $:4y/-Leaves, the Sport of ev ry Wind, 


(For Poets ever were a carcleſs Kind) 
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By thee diſpos d 
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But, juſt to Nirurs, nom 1 4 
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C 80 f Greece," the 
pread o'er Greece, th hatmonjons Whole — 
| Evn Homer's Numbers cliarnid- by Parts alone. 18 


Their own Ulpſes ſeared had nander d more, 
Buy Winds zul Waters cult on e ry Shore 8 * * 
When, rais d by Fate, ſome former Hammer Join d 

Each beautevus Image of the tuneful Mind: 
And bad like Thee his Athens ever claim, 
e e et Dab 2 230 


4 2 | * * — 5 


91 2 28 n * 
1579 * 9 22 | 2 179 2 zo nr vt” 


* 
5801 Tl a> 5 64 — P_— 
C $552 w# # > 4 bf — 


3 gain Io Sd 921 ½ 10 ez T 118 of 55102 


I 4 | : * * ? A As \ 24A | 1 | 
3 wn iv o nage sch foes IR oor! 
(bmA e e o15w 2909 2200T 1077) 
* "4 | *. 7 
= | ' * 4 7 C 
We —_ gb gods 471 
» - | Z | - = 1. * * 


1 Rot (N 


